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Sebastian became aware that he was still standing
in the middle of the court. He looked across the
grass, to the bronze replica of the dying gladiator,
upon whose shield his ancestor had caused his own
coat of arms to be embossed. Superb insolence!
thus to impose upon the classic statue the heraldry
of an English milord. Nor did he realise that that
insolence found a counterpart in his own youth
and lordly security. He simply shook himself out
of a dream, and went indoors to his own room*
Sarah and Henry trotted after him.

There, he was undisturbed; the centre of all the
life that hummed around him. Plenty of work
awaited him, for when he was at home he insisted
on looking into all the estate business himself. It
was the only thing that made him really happy. He
knew only three kinds of people: his Oxford
friends, who thought him aloof and unsatisfactory;
his mother's friends; and his own dependents.
Between his dependents and himself the best of
understandings existed, an understanding due
partly to the fact that he had grown up amongst
them, standing beside the wood-cutters as a small
boy to watch them fell a tree; begging a new
rabbit-hutch from Wickenden; leading Ms pony
himself down to the forge to be shod; partly to
their innate sense of tradition; and partly^ we must
, q*^cede, to Sebastian's own manner, which In such
1 * >s was both simple and charming* He
le his mother ajad his mother's friends;
_|Wkt even puzzle himself, with the revulsions

ftKijuoods; but his own people, who saw him